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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 





_ Wednesday.—Press view of Royal Academy Exhibition. Went 
in foran hour. Lot of good, sound work, pictures mostly nice size, 
more portraits than I care about and plenty of ladies ‘‘ adorned the 
most,” but nothing “‘ hits you in the eye,” or stimulates, or shows 
any particular imagination. Something of exception may be said for 
Lady Butler’s picture, which will probably be popular. I was 
pleased to hear that the Presbyterian Synod had declined to inquire 
into ‘“*Ian Maclaren’s’’ orthodoxy, as desired by certain folks dis- 
turbed in their minds with doubt thereof. 


‘‘HEY THE DOXY OVER THE DALE.”’ 


Their sense of fitness Ian shocks ; 
They cry, with zeal grown fiery, 
‘‘ Maclaren is unorthodox!” 
And clamour for inquiry. 
The Synod (well advised, no doubt) 
Refuse by vote and proxy, 
And all the public care about 
Is Ian’s 2uthordoxy. 


Dined with the Newsvendors’ Benevolent, and helped to swell 
the total of some guineas for this much-deserving provident institu- 
tion. Slept the sleep of conscious virtue in consequence. 


1: hursday.—Ran down to Manchester to look at their pictures and 
hear what Duke of Devonshire had to say on subject. Then back 
to meet Lord Salisbury on bis return. Had along chat with him. 
Was anxious to hear what he is really about on several points of 
foreign policy. Asked him a lot of questions and got two or three 
answers. Returned home much relieved in my mind. 


Friday.—Heard of the Princess’s plan to provide a good square 
meal for the poor beggars and outcasts on the immortal 22nd of 
June. Splendid notion. I hope all you other fellows will sub- 
scribe. I’m going to see that the plan is fully carried out in one 
instance at any rate. I am determined that one “ poor beggar” 
shall have & good feed on that occasion. Ran off to conduct Her 
Most Gracious home again from her holiday, then gave a 
look in at the Actors’ Orphanage meeting. Mr. Passmore Edwards 
has offered to present an orphanage if 'the actors are prepared to 
endow it. Several liberal offers were made (notably by Miss Ellen 
Terry, Mr. Wynham, and Mr. Loewenthal), but there was a general 
doubt expressed as to the rank and file doing their share. 


DIVISION OF LABOUR. 


Though Passmore Edwards shows the way, 
And leading mimes respect it 

And freely back him up, they say 
The “ rank and file ” neglect*it— 
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Do pros., indeed, deserve this lash ? 
This—this our censure so(r)ftens— 

Though other folks provide the cash, 
The pros. supply the orphans. 


Saturday.—May Day. Went Maying. Also attended some 
May meetings. Went and congratulated Mr. A, J. T. Allan on 
winning the golf championship at Muirhead yesterday. Took a 
“gless"’ with him. (Mon! but it was a whainger!) Passed the 
rest of the afternoon at Christie’s. Sale of the Millais collection. 
Renewed acquaintance with several old friends, and noted the new 
= which will be theirs in future. Dined at the Cheshire 

eese. 


Monday.—Over to Stratford to have another look at the pictures 
lately at Canning Town, and now over here fora change. Seem 
just as popular “here” as “there,” and in for another spell of 
—— good. Met the new Chinese minister. Said was off to 
Windsor presently. Got very merry with him, and made him 
nearly miss his train. He caught it with a rush, but it was a near 
squeak. Much interest exhibited in his final scramble and 
gorgeous robes. Went off puffing as though he were having a prize 
competition with the engine. ined with the British Chamber of 
Commerce at Paris. 


Tuesday.—Passed a really delightful hour at Messrs. Graves’ 
Gallery looking at pictures of dogs. Dogs very real and charac- 
teristic. Show well directed and intelligent —. as well as 
technical excellence. Off later to hear Mr. P. L. Dunbar recite 
some of his poems at the South Place Institute. Stuff of superior 
calibre. Negro dialect a specialty (seems to differ, too, from the 
Moore and Burgess pattern). Brooks got another a (in his 
libel action against the Daily Chronicle). COapital way of getting 
revenge, especially if you have no money. Even if you lose, the 
“other side’ suffer. The Lord Chief Justice seems to have 
stopped the game this time, however. 


HE BROOKS IT NOT. 


If vengeance by the law you choose 
One plan facilitates it, 

And “ heads I win, but tails you lose”’ 
Exactly indicates it. 

The brook, by Tennyson, supplies 
A suitable suggestion, 

Till o'er and o’er his lordship tries 
The very self-same question. 

To play this sort of tactics looks 

xtremely smart and clever, 

But Russell shows there are some Brooks 

That can’t go on for ever. 


Heard the Kaiser had written a pamphlet, Nearly missed the 
Academy Banquet in my eagerness to get it. Didn’t do either, but 


am absolutely happy. oun t 
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jae Mr. Fun (log.).—* Steady with the ballast, there; that last bag just missed the Lord 
Chancellor's head. He'd find it a trifle more weighty than the Woolsack.” 


ee. 


\\ 


A “Flourishing Year.” 
Vide BupGEetT STATEMENT. 
Att ye of the great British nation, 
Good greeting, good luck, and good 
health— 
’Tis matter for much gratulation 
To read of our national wealth. 
The cycle of State swift is rolling, 
For nicely ‘‘ palm-oiled”’ is her gear, 
’Tis pleasant and mighty consoling 
To know of our Flourishing Year, 


The worker is busy, is cosy, 
He need not despondently mope, 
His glimpse of the future is rosy 
And pregnant with pleasures of hope. 




















His leisure of life he is whiling 
Enjoying his ‘‘ baccy”’ and beer, 

His helpmeet serenely is smiling 
Because of a Flourishing Year. 


| A vacuous purse is “ the devil,” 
A ditto well-filled is not ‘‘ trash,” 
| Though branded the root of all evil, 
The best of all blessings is cash. 
While danger of warfare continues 
To haunt us afar and anear, 
We glory to read we've the “ sinews,”’ 
To know of our Flourishing Year. 


























. A Change of Costume. 


[Ro»vert Abel,} the Surrey cricketer, 
is contributing “Hints to Young 
Cricketers ” to afcontemporary. | 


No doubt, he wieldsSan Abel pen, 
And gives readers a useful hint ; 
But one would think that, of all men, 
He’d be in flannels, not in print ! 
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Cheerful. 


Gentleman (to Landlady).—‘‘ Your 
terms are very high.” 

Landlady.—‘‘ But consider the cheer- 
ful view, sir.’’ 

Gentleman.—‘‘ Cheerful view! Why, 
there’s a cemetery right opposite; I 
don’t call that very cheerful! ”’ 

Landlady.—‘‘ Oh, yes, sir! Reflect 
how comfortin’ and cheerin’ it will be 
when you gaze out to think that you're 
not there!”’ of 
































The Sultan at Bay! 
41 LIGHT COMEDY IN ONE “SCENE.” 


—— 





Dramatis Persone : 


EDGE TROUUE. 6.2 0 0.060080 000 The Sultan. 
SEE, chance é ba nkl< Wows A court favourite 
WEED. 50st coenshuaweun Another. 

SRE FEE n.4ceecnsaceseees One more. 

PONS. TMs cc cicccvastoeane Ditto. 
Bodrumzodach .....0ceeeee0% Ex-Sheik U1 Islam. 


Couriers, Slaves, Ambassadors, Guards, etc., etc. 


Scene.—The Sultan's Sanctum. 


(Curtain rises and discovers Sultan surrounded by Beys talking 
over affairs of State and the state of affairs.) 

Tezet.—‘‘ I said all along war was a mistake, and now——" 

Waszet.—‘' We shan't be long.” 

Abdul (excitedly).—‘* Who said that? I won't have it! I have 
said I won't have it, and I won't have it. It’s stale, and it’s irrita- 
ting. Who said it?’’ ; 

Dashet.—"* Wazzet——"’ 

Waszet.—* Yes, and you said——’ 

Dashet.—‘‘ No, I didn't! Blanket——” 

Blanket.— Never!" 

Abdul (savagely).—‘‘ All right. Only let me hear that phrase 
repeated, and if it's my last wife's first cousin, I']] Bosphorus him. 
By Jingo, I'll Bosphorus him." 

(Enter Courter.) 


Izzet.—‘* Well——” 
| Courier.—* The Turkish army is annihilated !”’ 
Abdul.—* Eh, what? The Turkish army—kill him, somebody— 
| kill him!” i 
| (They kill him.) F 
Abdul.—* Ah! That’s better! Now we shall not be—h’m 
| (suavely), you were saying ?”’ 
| Tzzet.—‘' I was saying that war is a mistake.” 
Abdul.—‘* Yes, so you were, so you were; I’m sick of hearing 
you say it. Be good enough to consider yourself disgraced.” 
(Exit Izzet.) 
| Wazzet.—* Serve him right.”’ | 
Dashet.—‘' Conceited ass ! "’ 
| Blanket.—“ Puppy.”’ 
(Enter Courier.) ( 
Abdul.—** Well?” 
Courier.—‘* Ferdinand, Prince of Bulgaria, says that if those 
Bishops are not appointed, he’11——”’ 





Abdul.— He’ll—will he, indeed—what ? "’ ( 

Courier.—‘* Mobilize his army.” 

Abdul.—* Oh, lor—he’ll—kill him, somebody, kill him——’”’ 
(They kill him.) 

Abdul (with a sigh of relief).—‘‘ Now we shan’t——”’ ( 


(Enter the Ambassadors.) 
(The Sultan and Council pretend not to see them.) 
Abdul.—** Yes, as I was saying, Izzet came it a bit too strong, | 
you know. Egad, you know, he thought he was Sultan, whereas 
he was only insultin’. Ha, ha.” 
The Council.—“ Ha, ha, ha!" 
4bdul.—‘* By the bye. what is that crowd over there? ”’ 
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Wazzet.—‘‘ The Ambassudors.”’ 


Abdul.—* No, really, bless my life, so it is. How are you, my™ 


dear friends, how are you ? ere I am, you see, busy as ever, 
looking after my country’s welfare. Be seated, pray be seated.” 

1st Ambassador.—“ We are not satisfied-———”’ 

Abdul.—“*‘ No? Well I am surprised.” 

2nd Ambassador.—' Those reforms you know.” 

Abdul.—* Yes, I know. They’re all right, aren’t they?” 

8rd Ambassador.— But you haven't carried them out.” 

Abdul.—* Oh, but I shall, you know, soon. When the weather’s 
more settled, you know.” 

4th Ambassador.—* We must really insist—— ” 

Abdul.—‘‘ Of course, if you put it like that, I shall be only too 
pleased to talk it over, and let. you know.” . ectacigt " 

5th Ambassador.—‘‘ But talking it over won’t do!” 

Abdul.—‘ No?” 

5th Ambassador.—“ Certainly not.’’ 

Abdul.— Very well, that settles it.” 

6th Ambassador.—‘ If you don’t reform we shall—— ”’ 

Abdul.—* What?” 

6th Ambassador.— Be very, very angry with you indeed.” 

Abdul.—** Ob, don’t be angry with me, don’t. Anything but 
that. Give me time. I'll see that the reforms are carried out— 
say to-morrow—will that suit you? Itwill! Good. Bless you, 
good-bye, good-bye, mind the step; shut the door after you; good- 
bye, good-—— ” 

(Exit the Ambassadors.) 
Abdul.—** Riddance ! ”’ 


(Enter Courier.) 

Abdul.—“* Well——"" 

Courier.—* Edbem Pasha has defeated the Greeks.” 

Abdul (throwing his fez in the air).—‘‘ Good business! Good old 
Edhem. Give him sixpence, somebody, give him an I.0.U. for six- 
pence.” 

(They do so. Exit Courver.) 
(Enter Bobrumzodach.) 

Abdul.—* How are you? What can I do for you?” 

Bob (whispers in Sultan’s ear). 

Abdul.—** No?” 

Bob.—** Yes!”’ 

Abdul.—* You don't say so! — (to Wazzett Bey) —Give him a 
split sherbert.”’ 

Bob.—* Thanks! I've just this moment——”’ 

Abdul.—‘‘ Never mind, bave another.” 


(Wazzet hands. Bob sherbert.) 
(Bob drinks and shudders.) 


Abdul.— Now, that’s a glass of sherbert, such as you don’t get 
anywhere.” 
(Bob goes black in the face and curls up.) 
Abdul.—“ Poor chap, don’t look well, does he? See him home, 
Wazzet—see him home !"’ 


(Wazzet carries Bob out.) 


(Enter Courier.) 


Abdul.—“* Well ?”’ 

Courier.—‘* Edhem wants 40,000 more men, and—— ’ 

Abdul.—“ Recall him! Bowstring him! Send Osman, send 
anybody.”’ 

Blanket.—“* Osman ?”’ 

Abdul.— At once!” 

(Exit Courier hurriedly.) 
Abdul.—"‘ Where’s that Courier? After him, Blanket, after 


’ 


him!” 
(Exit Blanket.) 
Dashet.—“‘ Now we shan’t——" (he catches Sultan's eye and 
collapses). 


(Enter Courier.) 

Abdul.—* Well.” 

Courier.—‘ Edhem Pasha has taker Pharsala and has driven the 
Greeks back. Glorious Turkish victory! ”’ 

Abdul.—“ Hurrah! Call Osman back, give Edhem the Star of 
the Order of the Armenian Massacre. Give him an order for the 
Empire. Give him an I.0.U. signed by the author, for his arrears 
of pay. 

(Enter Servant.) 

Servant.—‘ The Ambassadors wait.”’ 

Abdul.—‘ Let ’em wait. Throw a pail of water over ‘em. 
Hurrah! Now we shan’t be long!”’ 

(Dances a step dance on throne.) 


(Curtain 





Affable Policeman.— Well, Jimmy, I suppore you've made up 
your mind to see the Diamond Jubilee Procession ? "’ 
Jimmy.—‘* Yus; I've jest ’ired a winder in Ludgit Circus.” 


Impertinent Paragraphs. 
A FEW PROVEBBS. 


‘‘Wuen Greek meets Greek, then comes the ‘tug of war.’ ”’ 
When Greek meets Turk, then comes the long-distance running 
match. * * * 


‘‘A stitch in time eaves nine,” but a stitch in the side may gain 
you @ bullet when you’re running away. 
* x mw 


‘Blessed are the Peacemakers.”” The Great Powers may gain 
much holiness above, but they’re not doing much down here. 


* * 
‘* Better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all.”’ 


Better never to fight at all than ever to have fought and lost. 
4 + 


“It’s never too late to mend,’ but Greece was too early in 
breaking the peace. 


‘‘ Tt takes nine tailors to make a man.” It takes nine Greeks to 
fight a Turk. 


‘Save me from my friends"’—Greece’s reply to the English 
Radicals. 


“FUN” LYRICS, 


Tue Mvzzue. 
Put the wire round the neck of the dog, 
Torture your dumb, loving slave ; 
Muzsle and worry and flog, 
Englishmen brave! 
Terrified by a chimera, 
Lest a mere Nothing come nearer ; 
Rant on and rave, 
Fret and grizzle yourselves to the grave ! 
Put the chain round the neck of the beast ; 
Lock him in cellar that’s dark 
Till even his garmbols have ceased. 
Don't let him bark! 
Shudder when fondly he'd lick you ; 
Run, lest in play he might prick you 
Look for the Mark 
Think of cori 


(No, 71.) 
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Aunt.—'* How deliciously fresh the air is up here ! 
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Isn’t it, Effie?” 


Effie.—*' Yes, auntie! That's owing to the ratification of the atmosphere! ” 
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The Rod in Pickle. 
Jous Buti :— 


Master KrvuGer, I greatly regret 
To observe that you're greedy and sly ; 
Your hamper you share not, 
For manners you care not, 
And all my commands you defy. 
You share all your schoolfellows’ feasts, 
You've a finger in everyone's pie ; 
And that being so, Sir, 
I’m anxious to know, Sir, 
How it is you behave so, and why ? 


Master Kruger, I very much fear 
You will come to a very bad end; 
At the way you're behaving 
The whole school is raving 
Till I doubt if you've one single friend. 


You take all your schoclfellows have, 


And you give them, Sir, naught in 
return ; 
The mistake you are making 
Their wrath is awaking— 
You have much of good manners to 
learn. 


Master Kruger, I’ve watched you for 


long, 
You are mean, yom are vicious, and so 
I’ve carefully planned, Sir, 
To take you in band, Sir, 
And my hand’s somewhat heavy, you 
znow. 





once, 
Such greediness counts as a vice— 
It is no use debating 
The matter, I’m waiting— 


You must share out that cake, Sir, at | 
| 
| 
Give each of your fellows a slice. | 


What, you won't? We shall see about 
that ! 
Come, come, Sir, I’ve made up my 
mind. 
I mean what I say, Sir, 
You'd better give way, Sir, 
Ere a method to make you I find. 
Hurry up, Sir, I’m waiting for you, 
And I am not accustomed to wait— 
I've a rod now in pickle, 
You'll find it will tickle— 
Share it now—or you'll share it too 
late ! 


——— <_< | 


A Dismal Ditty. 
By a Doc Wao Has Hap His Day, 


"Twas but a week or two ago 
I with delight was all agog; 
My muzzle was removed | 80 
signed myself ‘ A jolly dog."’ 


It was a fleeting joy, alas! 

And dark the future lay in store, 
New regulations came to pass 

And left me worse off than before. 


My master, a kind-hearted chap, 
To follow out the law’s decree, 

In former days had used a strap 
With which he used to muzzle me. 


Alas ! that Justice should be blind, 
The law has reached a further stage, 
And I am “‘cabbined, cribbed, confined”’ 
Within a horrid wire-strung cage. 


‘* A dog’s life '’ I shall lead, I vow, 
If ere I venture out of bounds, 
For they can fine my master now 
The monstrous sum of twenty pounds 


No more I’ll hunt about for rats, 
No longer shall I scare away 

The thieving tramps and cunning cats, 
I’m chained and muzzled all the day. 





as 








Nurse Chant. 


(WiTH APOLOGIES TO COWPEB.) 


Once the British purist queen 
Smarting from the ‘‘ Empire ’”’ rods, 
In the County Council fought ’em, 
Overwhelmed with fearful odds. 
Now a Kingdom—not an Empire— 
Trampled under, like the Randt, 
Armed with thunder, ’mid its war-songs 
Gains a sympathetic chant. 

Chant, ‘‘ for Empire far renownéd,” 
Hies to help the Cretan thralls, 
Query: Willshe ask the Boulé 

To reform their music halls? 













j 





Re lig i ee 




















<pare, 














May 11, 1897. 




















—— SSS = ~ a ee pontanigpenesitnhsemndighenmaaaamieiene artis _ 











TRANSVAAL. 


“ew 





> Se i a ee 
~ —— 


—————— A —_——— 
—- 






—— 


—_—— ee 


——— 





ee — — 











> : 
— ~— ‘3 ’ —_— - ry — ae pene Ae ME rs 
os — = = > Ye xX QS one ane 
a: = a _ —— r ; 
———. pera 2 OA ET ——————— 


Seen = 
ee 


THE ROD IN PICKLE. 


SCHOOLMASTER JOHN BULL (LOQ.).—‘“NOW, I HOPE YOU ARE GOING TO SHARE THAT LIBERALLY 
WITH YOUR SCHOOLFELLOWS, MASTER KRUGER.” 





(For Cartoon Verses, see page 176 ) 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepuff. 
No. 9.—*THE MISSING LINK.” 


TeLemacuus (with wondrous forethought in one so 5oung) paid 
Isaacs his money on his way home from the City, and my treasures 
are once more safely housedin their old home. My offspring seems 
to have suddenly acquired a considerable amount of money. He 
has invested in 
a beautiful 
yellow - colour- 
coat, with 
mmense pearl 
buttons, and 
struts about 
with the lordly 
air of a duke. 
Can he have 
“planked a 
fiver ’’ or got a 
rise in his 
salary? It can 
hardly be the 
former, for I 
know five- 
pound notes 
were scarce 
with Telema- 
chus J. I 
found a receipt 
addressed to 
him for £45 
the other day. 

The signa- 
ture I could 
not quite de- 
cipher, but it 
looked like 
Isaacs’. His 
price for my 
treasures was 
£100. I am 
sorry to see that a warm friendship has sprung up between my 
clever blue-eyed lad and Boffles. They take long evening strolls 
together, and make a lot of boisterous eaahter when bidding each 
other good-night at my gate. I heard Telemachus say on one of 
these occasions, ‘‘ If we want any more oof, Boffles, I can always 
bleed the old ‘un you know, sonny.” (Does he get his extra money 
by Per agp surgery ?) 

e has just come in all arrayed in the new attire, for he has 
asked Amelia and me to go with him to the Zoological Gardens, to 
celebrate what he calls ‘‘ our little bit of all right,’”’ and has got a 
holiday on purpose. 

Amelia has sternly refused to go out with the new coat. She 
calls it ‘‘ that thing,’’ and murmurs something about “a boy in a 
man’s coat.” 

“ What's the matter with the coat, ma?" says Telemachus. 
“ My pals think it real snappy, I can tell you.” 

Amelia is, however (as usual), deaf to argument, and we go forth 
alone. (I must get a coat of the same pattern as that worn by 
Telemachus ) 

I have never been to the “ Zoo" and expect an intellectual 
treat, and go skipping along like a child, while Telemachus follows 
more sedately behind. 

My ardour is somewhat damped by our meeting Boffles, whom 
Telemachus asks to join us, and he accepts with alacrity. I 
distrust that man. His manner to-day is, however (for the 
present), remarkably civil and respectful. He calls me Mr. Winkle- 

uff, and is morbidly conscience-stricken about Sheney and Co.'s 
bil and its consequences. I look at him in surprise. I have 
never seen him like this before—quite sober. 

We reach the gardens after a rather wearying journey, and at 
Boffles’ suggestion spend nearly an hour walking round outside 
the grounds endeavouring to find a way in through the hedge (that 
he remembered when a boy), and so save ‘our tanners,” as he 
coarsely expressed it. Would that we had spent the whole day 
walking round outside! But to my tale. We had to pay at last, or, 
at least, J had to. 

Boffles had left his purse behind again, and Telemachus had no 
smell change. The gardens are really very beautiful, and the animals 
interesting. I should have enjoyed the treat very much but for 
Boffles, who would persist in pinching the calves of my legs, and 
growling savagely every time we passed the cages containing the most 
ferocious beasts, making me think at first that they had broken 
L| got used to his funny (?) ways after a little while, and 








“Ix A Beavtirevut YeELLow-coLourgep Coat.” 


lo« se 








thought I would be revenged. So the next time I felt his hand 
near my leg I kicked out savagely behind, missed Boffles, and hit a 
@ poor little lap dog. 

he lady who was leading him was most indignant, and said, 
amongst other things, ‘“‘ That all the wild beasts in the ‘ Zoo’ were 
not in cages.’’ It was the only time in my life I wished I had 
Amelia's power of vituperation. — 

But my troubles had as yet-only just begun. Boffles, who had 
taken in all the refreshment room& on the round, commenced a 
series of very objectionable Serer, tilting my hat over my 
eyes and pushing me into people. So I determined to lose my 
companions in the crowd and wander forth alone. 

I succeeded quite easily while Boffles (who ought to be ashamed 
of himself) was trying to attract the attention of a nursery girl 
wheeling a perambulator. 

My tour of 
inspection was, 
however, 
brought to an 
abrupt close, for 
in passing 
through a huge | 
turnstile, some- = 
thing seemed to 
go “click,” and —~ 
the massive iron ;~ 
gate stuck fast, 
keeping me a 
prisoner in its - 
folds. I was 
much annoyed 
at my dilemma, 
and commenced | 
to vigorously _ 
shake the bars, 
just as two old 
ladies passed. ~ 
They gazed at ~ 
me thoughtfully ~ 
for @ moment, ~ 
and referred to 
their catalogue. — 

“How very a 
interesting, “—-° — ——_ 

Mary!” said ‘COMMENCED TO VIGOROUSLY SHAKE THE Baks.” 
one ; *‘see, they 
have dressed one of the animals up in clothes.”’ 

‘‘ And a very proper idea, too,’ said the other. ‘‘ Whatis it? It 
has no number, but it must be the missing link. How can they 
say it's likea man? Poor creature! how it longs to get out, and 
talks too. Oh! come along, Anna. Really these gardens are not 
fit for respectable people to visit.” 

Talk! In those few moments, dear reader, I had learned to swear. 

Several people passed after that, but none offered their help. 
One young man said, ‘‘ He knew that gate. It was a caution, and I 
might be in there for hours.” The majority of them passed after a 
casual look at me and a pretended look at the catalogue, and then 
made me the subject of their coarse wit, with such remarks as— 

“ They’ve moved the gorilla ’’ and ‘“‘ Here’s a funny looking beast. 
Monkey tribe, of course. What ho!” 

It was a terrible experience, for the people could scarcely hear 
me speak ; the band was playing, and rage choked my voice. 

Telemachus and Boffles had passed twice, evidently looking for 
me. I felt like the ‘‘ Captive Knight.” 

** Cease awhile, clarion: clarion loud and shrill.”’ Boffles came 
along at Jast alone, and I attracted his attention. He gave a great 
jump as he beard his name, and said, 

‘‘Lawk’saliveman! I took you for the great puggy. What’s up?” 

I explained my terrible position, and asked him to help me out. 
He looked at me with solemn drunken gravity for a few moments, 
and then said :— 

“No! Take my advice, Puffy, and stay where you will be appre- 
ciated ; you make a jolly sight better monkey than you do a man.” 

He then proceeded with a fiendish delight to torture me in my 
helpless position, tickling my nose with a long straw, and laughing 
loudly at my endeavours to get away. 
me amusement soon brought round a crowd of jeering miserable 
unatics. 

Their very uumbers defeated their end, for they attracted the 
notice of a stalwart constable. 

“Now,” he said, ‘‘ what's up ‘ere? ”’ 

*T can’t get out,” I returned. 

“ Rubbish!" he said. ‘ Go right through.” 

I remembered then that when I heard the clicking sound I 
turned back slightly alarmed, and found I couldn’t get out. But 
Boffles, the ingrate, shall die. I go in search of him, and then 
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The Yeoman of the Guard comes up fresh 
and fragrant at the Savoy after its long rest 
—Sullivan’s beautiful music and Gilbert’s 
charming story being as welcome as the 
flowers of May. It is capitally rendered at 
the Savoy by the admirable company Mr. 
Carte has got together. 


A bright and beautiful afternoon in May it 

; was when I left the life and sunshine of the 

ne Strand for a visit to the black and desolate 
tomb over which hovered the cold and clammy spirit of the grave 
called Ibsen. The change from the merry Strand to the mournful 
Strand Theatre was simply awful. John Gabriel Borkman, the 
latest work of the Master—the Magister Misericordius—to be 
introduced to England is the most Ibscene of all Ibsen’s gruesome 
tragedies. 

The story, or study in egoism, pessimism, and obscurantism, 
is weird and vague, and leads to Nowhere along the path of 
Nothingness. Listen! John Gabriel Borkman was, before 
the curtain rises, a sort of a kind of a Norwegian Jabez 
Balfour—a man of vast ideas and colossal schemes. When 
success was almost in his hand the crash came and he 
was hurled from the height, and imprisonment followed 
failure. He ilted,in his early days, the woman he loved, who 
loved him as only a woman can love a man. He jilted her for a 
most atrocious reason, though he sees nothing unusual in it— 
because a great man on whom he relied to give him the 
first lift on the road to fortune desired her for his wife, 
and, to gain a directorship, Gabriel sold a woman. He 
married Ella’s twin sister, Gunhild—a bloodless, unsympathetic 
creature with but one passion, love for their son, Erhart. When 
the crash came Gunhild had no feeling for her husband, she thinks 
only of the disgrace, and broods on it. Upstairs, for eight years, 
after his term of imprisonment had expired, John Gabriel lives 
alone, pacing the room day after day, waiting for the summons he 
is certain must come some day, the summons from the public 
that he believes cannot do without him, to resume his old place at 
the head of affairs. But the call never comes. 

The household are dependent entirely upon the charity of Ella 
tentheim, who supports them for her old love of Borkman and 
her present maternal passion for his son. She and Gunbild are 
enemies; both are striving for the love of Erhart. All this 
happens before the beginning of the play. , 

Well, the preamble is a good deal fuller of incident than the play. 
Gunhild and Ella continue their fight for Erhart, and Borkman 
also enters for the Filial Stakes, but Erhart runs away with a 
married woman, and Ibsen here introduces characteristic and 
gratuitous repulsiveness. 

The end of this putrescent “ drama’’ is the death of Borkman on 
the top of one of Ibsen’s stock mountains, and the new friendship 
of the two desolate women. There may be 4 moral in all this 
rr “te vague, and gloomy piece of work—I confess that I cannot 
8ee it. 

As usual, Ibsen receives splendid interpretation. Miss Elizabeth 
Robins, Mr. James Welch—who has the honour of playing the one 
human, sympathetic, and interesting character in the piece—Mrs. 
Tree, Miss Genevieve Ward, Mr. W. H. Vernon, and the others act 


irreproachably. 
GOSSAMER, 


‘Mr. John Hare will appear as Spencer Jermyn in Mr. A. W. 
Pinero’s comedy, The Hobby-Horse, at the Court Theatre on 
paturday, 1Eth inst. 
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For a concentration of all the inanities, commend me to the 
farce Mr. Sympkyn, which, if written for W. S. Penley, would test 
that humourist’s powers of im nation to the utmost. However, 
he has, wisely or not, refrained from taking part in the caste, and 
has left Mr. Sympkyn to Mr. George Shelton to interpret. This 
characteris little better than a pourtrayal of insipidity, ad nauseam ; 
it cannot fail to delight those whose visits to the theatre are few 
and far between. There are three acts of vacuous continuity, and 
the termination is as ingenious as the commencement. Jasper 
Selwyn, of very strong faddist proclivities, has a young wife, whose 
inclinations are strongly histrionic, and, chaperoned by her husband's 
amanuensis, Mr. Symkyn, she visits the theatre clandestinely, and 
leaves behind her there some indications of her visit which fall 
into the possession of a too persistent admirer, who happens to be ag 
friend of the husband. There is the interpolation of the masculine 
aunt and the conventionally precocious housemaid to assist in the 
comical complications which are brought about by the apparent 
wooden-headedness of some of the characters. Mr. Sydney Paxton 
does his best with the part of Jasper Selwyn, and Mr. ©. H. 
Thornbury is lively and adroit in his performance as the admirer 
of Mrs. Selwyn, whom he unwittingly assumes to be single. Miss 
Mabel Lane is becoming enough as Jasper’s wife; Miss Madge 
Johnson is a vigorous aunt with demonstrative tendencies; and 
Miss Blanche Wolseley plays the pretty and perky housemaid. For 
& first night performance this farce had a very creditable recep- 
tion at the Globe Theatre, which appears to be subject to inter- 
mittent lucidities. 


At the Adelphi’ on Saturday, 15th inst., by arrangement with 
Charles Frohman, of the Empire Theatre, New York, his entire 
company will appear in a new drama in four acts, by William 
Gillette, entitled Secret Service, a romance of the Southern Con- 
federacy. 


Owing to Fregoli’s enormous success at the Alhambra, the new 
national ballet cannot be produced before the end of this month, 
and it was hoped that the Queen’s birthday would see the premiére 
of Sir Arthur Sullivan’s great work. Monday being an incon- 
venient day for a first production, it has been decided that Victoria 
and Merrie England shall be produced on Tuesday, May 25th. Sir 
Arthur Sullivan upon the occasion of the first full rehearsal of the 
ballet expressed much pleasure at the setting of his music. 


The tenth Universal Cookery and Food Exhibition at Niagara 
Hall, St. James’s Park, will be opened by the Right Hon. the 
Baroness Burdett-Coutts on the 12th instant., at 3 p.m., and will 
continue open until the 19th instant, inclusive. Characteristic 
exhibits having special reference to Her Majesty's long reign will 
be a leading feature. 
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Turning the Tables. 
THE lovely Spring is in full swing, 
And turning on those croaking bards, 
Who tried to show, some weeks ago, 
That she was cold, and stern, and hard. 
Her “‘ balmy air,’’ they did declare 
Would blue one’s nose, and make one mad : 


And yet we teel a soft warmth steal 
O’er us when strolling lightly-olad! 


They sneered at “ flow’rs,”’ and “ leafy bow'rs,"’ 
And said Jack Frost would strike them dead ; 
And yet, nosegays on sunny days 

We pluck, and seek to shade the head! 

No * song of bird”’ would e’er be heard, 

They swore, for they’d be starved with cold ; 
And yet we’re thrilled—our whole soul filled — 
With melody both sweet and bold! 


Well done, fair Spring! their taunts you fling 
Back into each bard’s dismal face ; 

You've proved again—ne’er on the wane 

Will be your beauty and t peg grace | 

Though sought each bard to “ hit”’ you hard,” 
They now kneel at your we feet, 

And own they’re wrong—all lies their song— 
And have to take a far ‘‘ back-seat’’! 





Couldn’t See Any. 
Intelligent Milkman (looking up at the sky).—‘ That's the 
milky way up there.” 


Ignorant Milkman (doing likewise).—‘Is it? 
bloomin’ cows! ”’ 


Il don’t see u® 
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Still Spotty. 





Scanty. 





Jubilee ? W'y can’t they ‘ev somethin’ comfortable an’ ikey as we do? 
yer'll see, let ‘em do wot they likes, in the hend they'll ’ev ter copy Hus!” 


Bowker-—“ Is your wife economical in dress, Flasher ? "’ 
Flasher.-—“* Only as regards her bathing costume! " 


\ 
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THE GREAT TOPPER HAT QUESTION. 
'Enry 'Awkins.—* Wot's all this ere tork abart doin’ away wif the top ’at fer the 


Anyhow, 








Missing Word 
Competition. 


£5 IN MONEY PRIZES 


Fill in the word omitted from 
the undermentioned sentence. 


Ten successful Competitors 
will each be awarded TEN 
SHILLINGS. 

















‘*Every addition to her husband’s 
banking account did, to a certain 
extent, mortify her vanity, by 
contrasting the 

of mere birth with the fruitful 
cornucopia of trade.’’ 





The word wust be filled in on this page, 
which (postage prepaid) should be addressed 
to, and must reach the, 


EDITOR OF “FUN,” 
23, BOUVYERIE STREET, E.C., 


not later than the 13th May instant. 





The award of the Editor shall be final in 
every respect. 


may be sent in. 








Mrs. 4.—‘* Has your baby got over the measles yet?” 
Mrs. B.—“ No; the measles have got over it! ”’ 


_—— nS 


Magistrate.—“ Was the prisoner intoxicated, constable ? ”’ 

Constable.—“‘ He was certainly elevated, your worship.” 

Prisoner.—“ No, Oi wasn’t, yer honour. Shure, Oi was lyin’ flat 
in the gutter!” 


a oer of answers, on separate forms, 


a po a: on _ 





Low Down. 











Delicious — Nutritious. 
BIRD'S 
CUSTARD 


POWDER. | 
Enhances the of every 
Sweet Dish or a 


) WO EGGS! NO TROUBLE! NO RISK! 











Gadbur 


Cocoa 


—Famity ODocror 


NO ALKALIES USED 


ad 


| “Refreshing and Invigorating fo the 
jaded mind and body; delicious to the 
palate; and absolutely unadulterated.” 


Needham’s 
Polishing: 
Paste. 








The most reliable tor 
and Brilliantly Brass, Copper, Briteonta 
Piatinold, &e. everywhere. 


Bole Manajactwrers : 


JOSEPH PICKERING & SOS, SHEFFIELD 


London Office : 8t George's Hone, Easteresp, = 
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